ACT IV, SCENE 13
[To them] FOIBLE
Foib. Madam, the dancers are ready, and there's one with a letter, who must deliver it into your own hands.
Lady. Sir Rowland, will you give me leave? Think favourably, judge candidly, and conclude you have found a person who would suffer racks in honour's cause, dear Sir Rowland, and will wait on you incessantly.
ACT IV, SCENE 14 WAITWELL, FOIBLE
Wait. Fie, fie! - What a slavery have I undergone; Spouse, hast thou any cordial, I want spirits,
Foib. What a washy rogue art thou, to pant thus for a quarter of an hour's lying and swearing to a fine lady?
Wait. O, she is the antidote to desire. Spouse, thou wilt fare"the worse for st - I shall have no appetite to iteration of nuptials - this eight and forty hours. - By this hand I'd rather be a chairman in the dog-days - than act Sir Rowland till this time tomorrow.
ACT IV, SCENE 15 [To them] LADY with a letter
Lady. Call in the dancers; Sir Rowland, we'll sit, if you please, and see the entertainment.                    [Dance.
Now with your permission, Sir Rowland, I will peruse my letter - I would open it in your presence, because I would not make you uneasy. If it should make you uneasy I would burn it - speak if it does - but